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We think we are safe in saying that all boys and most girls like 
dogs. Mabel Lauer Johnston has given us a good dog story for 
March WEE WISDOM, “Sport Chooses a Master.” If you want 


to know what love for a dog means, do not fail to read her story. 
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IMELDA OCTAVIA SHANK CLIN 


I run to the postman, 
a letter receive— 
The loveliest letter 
of all, I believe. 
It’s bordered by posies 
and perfumed with dew; 
It says: “With this greeting 
my love I send you.” 
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Bessie Short, she has a cat, 
The cat she has a kitten, 
And little kit has lots of fun 
With Bessie's woolen mitten. 
When they play, it’s hard to tell 
Which is kit and which is mit. 
They roll and tumble round, pell-mell. 
On top will first be kit, then mit, 
Then kit and mit and mit and kit 
And kitten, mitten, mitten, kitten, 


Till, by the time I get this written, 
We don't know kitten from the mitten. 
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Chapter 


The farm woman held up a rosy apple to Daisiana. “Have 
one?” she asked coaxingly. 

Daisiana held out an eager little hand, then drew it back quickly. 
“Is it ‘magicked’>” she asked doubtfully. 

The farm woman laughed heartily, ““Bless you, child, no! Only 
as old Mother Nature ‘magicked’ it with plenty of golden sunshine and 
many a pearly raindrop.” 

“Oh, what a sweet thought!”’ exclaimed a gentle little voice, and 
there were Darleen’s blue eyes looking through parted branches straight 
into the eyes of the smiling farm woman. 

“One for you too!” the woman said, taking another apple from 
her basket and holding it up. -Darleen lost no time in sliding down 
to the low branch beside her sister. 

“Thank you!” both exclaimed at once, while blue eyes and 
brown eyes gazed at her gratefully and small teeth bit into two big 
red apples. 

Darleen moved over closer to Daisiana. ‘Won't you sit down 
and rest in the shade?” she asked the farm woman politely. 

The stranger shook her head with a laugh. “I don’t believe that 
old branch would hold my weight,”” she answered. “But wait a 
moment.” 

She set down’ her basket and disappeared around a large heap 
. — She returned shortly, trundling an old wheelbarrow in front 
of her. 

“Saw this sticking out of the dump as I came along. It makes a 
capital seat,” she said. “I'll rest a while. I’ve come a long way to- 
day.” She settled herself comfortably in the old wheelbarrow. 

“Don’t you hate living in all these ashes>”’ she asked. 

““We don’t live in the ashes,” Daisiana corrected her. ‘“We live 
over there in our wee house with Nurse Meg. Besides, sometimes we 


find things in the ashes. A\ll our doll dishes came out of the ashes— 
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lovely blue-and-pink glass ones. Awnd a long time ago, when we were 
quite small, we found her in the ashes,” she said triumphantly, holding 
up the battered rag doll. “Wasn't that something?” 

“Yes, indeed,” replied the farm woman, choking back a laugh. 
“She is a sweet child. What is her name>?” 

“T named her,”” Darleen said. “I named her Titania Mab, after 
the fairy queen, but we call her Tania, mostly.” 

The farm woman laughed long and merrily this time. “I am 
sure the fairy queen ought to do something handsome for such a charm- 
ing namesake. That reminds me, I have a fairy grandmother who 
knows a lot of magic. Maybe she would take a message for Tania to 
the fairy queen. Is there anything the dear child particularly wants?” 

“Well, I expect 
she needs a new dress 
more’n anything else,” 
Daisiana answered so- 
berly, “and, oh, a pink 
parasol would be sweet. 
I know Tania would 
just love that!” 

“A new dress and 
a pink parasol,” re- 
peated the farm wom- 
an. “Anything else?” 

Darleen’s delicate 
little face blushed like 
a rose with excitement. 
She caught her breath 
sharply. “Oh! you 
know,” she said, “I be- 
lieve Tania would like 
the fairy queen to send 
her some pencils and 
some nice white writing 

| paper like we get at 
FAAVE- ONE? school.” 
“Pencils and pa- 
per!” exclaimed the farm woman. ‘What on earth would Tania do 
with those?” 

““Why, you see, I could write poems on them for her and read 
wa to her,” Darleen explained eagerly. “‘I often do that, and she 

es it.” 

The farm woman thoughtfully passed the apples again. “So 
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you write poems, do you?” she asked Darleen. 
writing about just now when I came?” 

Darleen blushed again. “T’d just begun,” she apologized. “I 
have only two lines written, so far: 

“The fairy king came down the glen 

With a hundred merry little men.’ 
I wanted to tell how they punished a great ogre, named Tin Can Ash- 
man, because he burst out of a burning mountain and killed all the 
flowers of the fairies.”” 

“Why, you dear little poet, I am sure the fairy queen will send 
you plenty of white paper, so that you can write down all those lovely 
fancies,” said the farm woman softly. Then a cunning look came 
into her eyes. “By the way, my fairy grandmother once told me 
something about this very half acre lot. Did you know’’—she lowered 
her voice mysteriously — ‘that there’s treasure buried somewhere here 


“Treasure!” both children gasped. ‘“What’s that?” 
Chapter 1V 


“Treasure,” the farm woman explained, “‘is gold and silver and 
jewels and pretty dresses and strings of beads and pink parasols and 
pens and pencils and bottles of ink. My fairy grandmother said that 
all one would have to do would be to dig down about a foot and he 
would surely find a treasure in this lot.” The farm woman began to 
hum carelessly, pretending not to see how greatly excited the little 
girls were. 

“A treasure buried in our lot!” they exclaimed. “Who put it 
there?” 

“Oh, as to that,” the farm woman impatiently replied, “what 
does it matter? It was long, long ago. Perhaps,” with a mischievous 
smile, “old Mother Nature has buried her gold and pearls there—some 
of her golden sunshine and some of her pearly raindrops. But the real 
question is, not how the treasure got there, but how you two are going 
to get it out?” 

Daisiana sighed. “Of course, we can’t ever. It’s buried too 
deep. Look at all these stacks of ashes—mountains of them.” 

The farm woman waved her hand airily. “Certainly, you'll have 
to get the ashes out of the way before you can dig for any treasure. 
That’s plain enough. If I were you I’d begin to cart them away at 
once, today.” 

“But how can we do that?” asked Darleen in astonishment. 
““There are so many and we have no cart.” 

“Well,” said the farm woman, picking up her basket, “you each 
have a pair of hands, haven’t you? There’s an old shovel over beside 


““What were you 
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your wee house. Here are the ashes; here’s a perfectly good wheel- 
barrow to cart them off in, and there’s the old quarry pit to throw them 
into. What more do you want?” 

Daisiana and Darleen both turned at the same time to look at 
each other. When they turned back to speak again to the farm 
woman, she was not there; she had vanished as suddenly as she had 
come 


“Oh, Daisiana,” exclaimed Darleen in dismay. “She’s gone! I 
think she must have been a fairy woman herself and now we've of- 


fended her.” 


°-COAST-BY -M®°°NLIGAT| 


“Never mind,” Daisiana said briskly. “It will be easy enough 
to get her good will again by doing as she told us. We'll begin to 
shovel ashes, right now. I'll shovel till I’m tired; then I'll rest and you 
can do it till you are tired.” 

So the great work was begun. It was wonderful how Daisiana 
and Darleen stuck to the work through all those long, hot summer days. 
It seemed at first absolutely impossible that two children such as these 
could ever remove all those ashes from that half acre lot; but by and 
by they noticed that they had actually carved a slice off one end of the 
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largest heap. After that the ashes seemed fairly to melt away from 
Tin Can Patch. 

Of course Daisiana and Darleen, who slept very soundly after 
their hard day’s work, knew nothing about it, but, my dears, you 
should have seen that old ash dump at night. The whole place was 
swarming with fairies; fairies and fairies shoveling ashes, fairies and 
fairies carting them away to the old quarry pit as fast as ever they could 
fly. No other fairies in the world ever worked so hard. Of course it 
took hundreds of fairies to shovel up one wheelbarrow load of ashes. 
But that was an easy matter when there were hundreds of fairies to 
do it. They managed to get considerable fun out of the job too, as 
fairies will. Every once in a while a dozen or more would throw down 
their shovels, crowd onto some old tin pan or broken-nosed kettle and 
have a grand coast by moonlight down the steep side of a mountain 
of ashes. 

What a picture Tin Can Patch was at night and how fast the 
ash heaps dwindled away! Every morning Daisiana and Darleen 
rubbed their eyes when they came out of their house. They simply 
couldn’t understand how the two of them managed to cart away rub- 
bish so fast. It seemed nothing short of a miracle. 


(To be continued) 


*— In joy we place each dear one’s chair, 
And food upon the table spread; 
What we receive we gladly share 
l While thankin? Thee for daily 
bread. 
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GARDEN 


BLAKESLEE 


“What are you doing, Bobby dear?” 
Said Mother, deftly sewing near. 


“Planning my garden,” said her son. 
“Small seeds I'm planting, one by one. 


“T shut my eyes and see them grow, 
Green leaf on leaf and row on row. 


“T shut my eyes and blooms are here— 


Will you have bluebells, Mother dear? 


“Or shall I bring you poppies red 
To weave in your black hair, instead?” 
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Lee Hoy was born in the Chinese section of a thriving California 
city. Apothecary shops, general merchandise stores, vegetable mar- 
kets, and fruit stores were huddled closely together. 

Lee’s father, Charley Hoy, ran a vegetable market. Great 
braided bunches of beets, green onions, carrots, and turnips hung from 
wooden racks along the wall. There were deep baskets of curly let- 
tuce, parsley, cauliflower, cabbages, and large Chinese radishes, tender 
and white. Sacks of potatoes, dried onions, trays of string beans, green 
peas, celery root, and artichokes, in season, were on display also. 

The living quarters of the Hoy family were over the place of 
business. These rooms were tended by Lily Hoy, Lee’s mother. The 
furniture was of bamboo, stiff and uncomfortable; the floors were clean 
and bare. The table was a lovely white, from much scrubbing. 

Each of the beds was a hard board bunk. There was only a 
thin blanket underneath the sleeper, and he had one or two blankets 
for covering. The Chinese do not have soft beds as the Americans 
do, so Lee Hoy slept on a flat, hard surface. 

Lily Hoy lovingly tended the Chinese 
lilies that stood on the broad window sills. 
A large black and white cat dozed all day 
in the sun or before the stove, and prowled 
at night. 

When little Lee was large enough to 
play out on the sidewalk with the other Chi- 
nese boys, he was delighted. Carved ele- 
phants, monkeys, and jade trinkets in the 
dingy windows of shops held him enthralled. He loved to wander 
through the crooked little side streets of Chinatown. 

After a few years Lee was sent to the mission school, but before 
he was allowed to go, there was a long conference between Charlie 
Hoy and the kindly mission superintendent. At the school Lee learned 


The black and white cat, 
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to read, write, and add. Also, he learned of the Christian God of 
love, and he eagerly drank in the simple lessons of Truth. 

The city in which Lee lived was growing. Progress demanded 
that the Chinese section be done away with in order to give place to 
modern structures of brick and concrete. Philosophically the Chinese 
received the news. Charlie Hoy moved his market to the Japanese 
section, which was comparatively new, but he did not move his family 
there. Instead, he bought a comfortable new house in the American 
residential district. 

Lee was sorry to leave his little playmates and the queer little 
shops and streets, yet he was very glad to have a new home with a trim 
lawn and a big back yard. Always he had wanted a pup. Now his 
father would get him one! 

At first Lee was very happy in his new surroundings. He at- 
tended the public school and wore American clothes. But after school 
hours he donned a Chinese blouse, black trousers, and slippers em- 
broidered in bright flowers. This pleased Lily Hoy, for she had never 
given up her native costume. 

Soon Lee found himself very lonely. The American boys and 
girls would have nothing to do with him. He made high marks in his 
classes and he was sure that he tried hard enough to be friendly, but 
it seemed of no use. A Chinese boy had no place in their scheme of 
things, so the attitude of the American children seemed to convey. 

At the mission he 
had been told to love 
every one. But after 
a few weeks he found 
it hard to love his 
classmates, especially 
when Tom Lawson 
called him “Chinky” 
and encouraged the 
other boys to tease him 
too. Lee pretended 

but from that time on 


he kept to himself, 


He loved to wander through the crooked little side ie tching the other 
streets of Chinatown. ys at their play and 
resenting their treat- 


ment of him. Thus the weeks crawled on. 


Early in February the conversation of his classmates was full of 
“St. Valentine’s Day.” 
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“What is St. Valentine’s Day?” Lee finally asked Janet Wood, 
who sat in front of him at school. 

“Why, don’t you know?” she answered. “It’s the 14th of this 
month and the day when you give valentines to the ones you like. 
The shop windows will soon be full of them. O-oh, it’s fun!” 

That afternoon Lee sat on his back porch, deep in thought. 
Rags, his puppy, played at his feet. But one gets tired of always 
playing with a puppy. Maybe the American boys didn’t know that 
he liked them. Had he really tried in every way to win their friend- 
ship? Had he not been resentful 
toward them? Then an idea struck 
him. Valentines! They were sure 
signs of love! 

He ran into the house, got his 
bank off a shelf, and counted his 
pennies and nickels. Yes, there were 
enough to buy a valentine for each 
one in his room. With a light heart 
he made his purchases, enjoying him- 
self immensely. He spent two eve- 
nings addressing the valentines, and 

Soon Lee found himself very lonely. with each he sent a loving thought, 
deep from his heart. 

Now he too was awaiting St. Valentine’s Day, as eagerly as the 
other children. He didn’t tell a soul about his love valentines, except 
his mother, Lily Hoy. 

When at last the 14th of February arrived, the teacher put a 
large box, with a slit in the top, near her desk. Into this the children 
dropped their valentines as they came in. Lee Hoy came with his arms 
full. Surprised faces watched him as he put his gifts into the container. 
After school the top was taken off the box and the teacher picked out 
the valentines, one by one, calling the name on each as she did so. 

When Lee Hoy’s name was called, a happy smile lighted up his 
face. His first valentine! He gripped the envelope firmly as he re- 
turned to his seat. “Twice his name was called. He didn’t open his 
valentines in the schoolroom as some of the children did; he wanted 
to wait till he got home. 

Then, opening the largest envelope, Lee pulled out a folded 
paper—a “funny” valentine about a “Chi-nee” boy. His face fell; 
tears were very near the surface. He would have liked to run to his 
mother and cry out his disappointment on her shoulder, but he was 


too large for that. Well, he’d open the other. It was a beautiful red 
heart from his teacher. 
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While he ate his bowl of rice and drank his tea that evening he 
tried not to think anything but kind, loving thoughts of every one. 
Now that he thought it over, he didn’t care about that funny one. 
Maybe whoever sent it had enjoyed it. Anyhow he had had pleasure 
out of his love valentines. And at the mission his teachers had said, 
“Love never fails.” 

While Lily Hoy was washing the dishes, footsteps sounded on 
the porch. Then the bell rang furiously. There was a sound of 
scurrying feet and of boys’ 
happy voices. Lily Hoy 
padded to the door and re- 
turned with a large paste- 
board box. Lee Hoy’s name 
was on it. Wonderingly, 
cautiously, he began to un- 
wrap it; he took off the lid. 
A scrawled note in Tom 
Lawson’s handwriting read: 

“This is your valentine 
from the class. We want 
you to play ball with us to- 
morrow.” 

Beneath the note, all 
wrapped in crinkly paper, 
was a gingerbread heart with 
red trimmings! Under that 
came candies in gold and silver wrappings, delicious nut cookies with 
colored frostings, and six bright red apples. 

Lee was so happy that tears glistened in his black eyes. Now 
he knew that he was no longer an alien; never would he be lonely 
again—and those valentines of love had done it all! 


The children dropped their valentines into 
the box. 


MORNING PRAYER 
Minnie Mae Karscu 
Be ever with me, Lord, this day. 


In all my work, in all my play, 


May I a little sunbeam be, 


Expressing, love direct from Thee. 
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Tint cupid’s body Tint birds and ribbon 
blue; birds’ breasts, red. Color heart dark red. Leave words white. 
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This day was surely different from any other day that Betty 
Adams had ever known. There was a thrill in the air that she could 
feel as she danced through the rooms awaiting her guests. For this 
was the day of her party—her own party—longingly anticipated. It 
had been such fun to prepare for the party: to make the cunning little 
nut cups, with Mother’s help; to choose the decorations; to plan the 
games. This morning she had arranged the table. No wonder she 
felt like a grown-up hostess. She ran back to the dining room for a 
last peek. How beautiful it was! In the center of the table was a 
basket of flowers from which streamers of colored ribbons floated over 
the snowy cloth to each place. At the other ends of the ribbons were 
tiny packages—one for each little girl. Betty knew what was in every 
box but her own; Mother had kept that a secret. 

Betty heard some one knocking at the back door; she hurried into 
the kitchen, to find her mother talking to Mrs. Blakely, who came each 
week to clean. 

“T have to go to the city on business,” Mrs. Blakely was saying, 
“and I cannot take Mary with me. I wouldn’t leave her at home 
alone and I thought maybe you would let her play here until I get back. 
I will not be long.” 

“Why, certainly, Mrs. Blakely. We shall be glad to have her,” 
Mrs. Adams replied heartily. “Go right along, and don’t worry. 
Mary will be happy with us, so you need not hurry at all.” 

Mrs. Blakely was plainly relieved. “I am so glad—thank you so 
much,” she said gratefully. “‘If it had been a school day I would not 
have had to ask you to keep her; but this is Saturday and Mary would 
be alone all afternoon.” 

Mrs. Adams drew Mary lovingly toward her and waved a cheery 
good-by to Mrs. Blakely. Then, turning to Betty, she said, “Take 
Mary up to your room, dear, to remove her wraps. You two can get 
acquainted while I finish making the sandwiches.” 

Betty Adams and Mary Blakely stood in Betty’s pretty room, 
uncomfortably shy and ill at ease. Mary was almost ready to cry. 


16 
XPWWez 


WEE WISDOM 17 


She felt forsaken and lonely. She wished she could have stayed at 
home in the dear, shabby, friendly little house, or gone with her 
mother—anywhere but here, with this strange little girl staring at her. 
Betty was not her usual sunny, smiling self. Here was an un- 
known girl suddenly thrust upon her on the day of her party. It 
would spoil everything! She did not want to introduce Mary to her 
friends. Mary was clean, but her dress wasn’t pretty and ruffly as 
party dresses usually are. Why did she have to have Mary at the 
party? Suddenly she had an idea. MWHurriedly excusing herself, she 
rushed back to the kitchen. 
“Mother, oh, Mother, please listen!’’ she begged. “Do we 
have to have Mary at the party? Can’t we find some one else to take 
care of her? There 
| .| pared for her, you 
-| will have to be reset; 
and there is no pack- 
\ | age for her. What 
| shall we do?” 
: Mrs. Adams 
- | turned and looked 
calmly at Betty. 
“Just what do you 
want to do, Betty?” 
she quietly asked. 
“Can we turn any 
| little stranger away 


| 
| x, from our door? 
ud __| ‘ Would you enjoy 
we did>” 
Mary was almost ready to cry. “But, Mother, 


why didn’t you tell 
Mrs. Blakely that we were having a party? She would never have 
left Mary with us then.” 

“That is just why I did not tell her, dear. She would have felt 
compelled to take Mary with her to town, and train fare for two was 
perhaps more than Mrs. Blakely felt that she could afford to spend. 
Besides, I believed that you would be more than willing to let Mary 


share your fun. The other girls need not know that she was not in- 
vited.”” 
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The look in her mother’s eyes made Betty feel uncomfortably 
small. She turned slowly away. Quick, hot tears of resentment filled 
her eyes and she blinked rapidly to keep them back. She did not want 
Mary at all, and there seemed no use pretending that she did. 

Betty reached her room door and slowly turned the knob. As 
it opened, she saw Mary, a dejected little figure huddled on the win- 
dow seat, tears glistening on her eyelashes. Betty’s warm little heart 
filled with remorse. Running to Mary’s side, she threw her arms 
around the little girl, giving her a friendly hug. 

“Isn’t it nice that you happened to come on the very day of my 
party >” she asked brightly. ‘We are going to have such fun when 
the girls come. Oh, 
listen! There’s the 
doorbell! They’re 
coming now—” and 
catching Mary’s 
hand, she ran with 
her to greet her 
guests. 

The girls ac- 
cepted Mary without 
question, and soon 
Mary’s little face 
brightened. Mary 
and Betty forgot all 
unpleasant things as 
they happily played 
the games that Betty 
had planned. Dur- 
ing a quiet moment, 
Betty drew her 
mother into the hall- 

way. 

“Mother, dear, did you set an extra place for Mary?” Mrs. 
Adams nodded. “Then,” continued Betty, “I have discovered what 
to do for a surprise package. Just give mine to Mary and put any 
little box at the end of my ribbon.” 

“I tried to find something suitable for Mary—” began Mrs. 
Adams, but Betty interrupted: 

“Please give her my box, Mother. I'll feel better if you do.” 

“But, dear, your box holds something that you have wanted for 
a long time.” 


Betty reached cuvtally into the deep pocket. 
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““Never mind. No one will know the difference, except you and 
me. And you can put that cute little doll in my box—the one Daddy 
brought home the other evening. The girls have never seen it, so they 
won't suspect.”” With a hurried kiss, Betty ran back to join the others. 

Such an afternoon! They played all their favorite games, and 
when they grew tired, Mrs. Adams brought in plasticine and each girl 
had to model an animal. The best model was to win a prize. Betty 
was to model a pig. She chuckled as she worked with the soft clay: 
““No one knows just how much of a pig I was for a while.” 

Suddenly it was time to gather around the table and open the 
surprise packages. Such shouting and laughing! Each girl in turn 
held up her gift: a fancy purse, a handkerchief case, a game, a ribbon, 
or beads! All were hailed with delight. Now it was Mary’s turn. 
She held her package in hands that trembled with excitement. She 
opened the box, and drew out a string of pearl beads! 

“Oh, look!’’ she almost shouted. “Oh, Oh, OH! I’ve always 
wanted pearl beads!” 

Betty had always wanted them, too, so she knew just how Mary 
felt. Mrs. Adams watched her little daughter’s face anxiously, but 
Betty, catching her mother’s look, smiled and nodded contentedly. 

“See my cute little doll,” she called, opening her box. “‘Isn’t it 
a dear?” And it truly seemed much prettier at that moment than it 
had when she had first received it. 

At last it was all over: the guests had gone happily homeward, 
and Mrs. Blakely had taken away the radiant little Mary with the 
pretty new beads. 

““Hasn’t it been a wonderful day >” sighed Betty rapturously, as 
she helped her mother straighten the living room. “I never had so 
much fun before in my life. And it was nice to have Mary with us, 
after all. She had such a good time, and I really like her now. Do 
you know, Mother, I just couldn’t help feeling glad when Mary got 
the pearls. She looked so happy. I think our party was all the better 
because we had a stranger—” 

““Who’s talking about strangers?”” Mr. Adams had come in 
just in time to catch the last word. “I have a little stranger with me 
tonight who is looking for a home. Put your hand in my pocket, 
Betty, and see what you find there. Mother told me over the ‘phone 
this afternoon that you liked to share your home with others.” 

Betty reached carefully into the deep pocket of her father’s over- 
coat, and then, with squeals of joy, drew out a tiny, fox terrier puppy. 


He wiggled mischievously in her arms and tried to chew the ribbon 
on her dress. 
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“Oh, you dear, darling little dog!” Betty exclaimed. “Oh, 
Daddy, I’ve always wanted a little dog. Oh, I would rather have 
him than all the pearls in the world.” 

She sat on the floor playing with the puppy and laughing at his 
funny ways. Suddenly she looked smilingly up at her mother. 

“TI am going to name him Happy,” she announced, “to remind 
me of this day and of the happiness we shared with Mary.” 


Fo Yow 
Dear Boys and Girls: 

If you could have fulfilled one wish for all boys and all 
girls in the world, what would that wish be? 

Just what my wish would be, I am sure. 

I have had a wish, for a long time. That wish is: 

May all’ boys and all girls have Wee Wisdom to read. 

Isn’t that your wish? Of course it is. 

Well, let me tell you how our wish is beginning to be ac- 
complished. 

W ee Wisdom is being placed on the news stands in this 
country. That means that thousands of boys and girls who 
never before knew of our magazine now will be able to see it. 
When they see it they will want to read it, and we know that 
after they have read one copy they will want to have it every 
month. We are sure of that, aren’t we? 

: But how to bring Wee Wisdom before all boys and all 
girls? 

How? 

Many of you are members of the Good Words-Booster 
club. All of you know that words work. Your words work 
to keep you healthy, to help you in school, and to do many 
other wonderful things for you—and for others. Won’t you 
let your words work for all boys and girls? I should be very 
happy to have you join me in the wish: 

May all boys and all girls have Wee Wisdom to read. 

Will you do it? . 

With love 


ho Editor 
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MARY ELIZABETH AND HER WARDROBE 


Mary Elizabeth will be glad to get some rompers, so that she can 
play with the other dolls without soiling her nice dress. 

To make a romper pattern, take the plain pattern that we cut last 
month, lay it on a piece of plain paper with the shoulder line on the 
fold, and mark all around the pattern with a pencil. Take it up and 
mark an outline like the dotted lines on diagram |. Cut this out; then 
cut the neck a little lower in front. Mark this pattern, “Mary Eliza- 
beth’s rompers,”’ so that you can find it when you need to use it again. 

Nice rompers can be made of pink or blue chambray, with collar 
and cuffs of white. It is always well to select material that will wash 
well, especially for your children’s play garments. Double your ma- 
terial the long way, place the straight edge of the pattern on the fold 
of the material, and pin it securely. Cut out the rompers carefully. 
Make a slit 2 inches long down the middle of the 
back, so that Mary Elizabeth can be put into the 
rompers easily. Then cut out two little bands, 
about | inch wide and long enough, after allow- 
ing for a small seam, to fit around Mary Eliza- 
beth’s legs above the knees. 

We shall now cut the collar pattern, which is 
to be made in two pieces. Pin a piece of paper 
on the neck of your pattern and shape it to the 
neck line; cut the outside line of the collar some- 
thing like the dotted lines in diagram 2. From 
some nice white material cut out four pieces like 
this pattern, allowing about '% inch on the outer 

Diagram {edge for a seam. Make the cuffs of the same 

material, cutting them about 2 inches wide and 

long enough to fit around the bottom of the sleeves after a seam has 
been allowed. 

Take a straight piece of the romper material, about 3/4 inch wide 
and long enough to reach all around the opening in the back. Lay 
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this piece on the right side of the garment and, starting at the neck, 
baste all around the opening, stretching your binding material just a 
little at the point of the slit. Sew a seam about '% inch from the edge; 
remove the basting threads and turn the garment wrong side out. Turn 
down the outer edge of the strip and fold over about half way, so that 
the edges of the strips are together, with the seam hidden under the 
fold. Press down with your fingers and baste. Whip this strip down 
so that the stitches do not show through on the other 
side. Now turn back to the right side; fold under 
the facing on the left-hand side and whip it and you 
will see how nicely the two sides fit together. 

Make a French seam from the bottom of each 
sleeve to the bottom of each leg. Gather the bottoms 
of the legs to fit the little bands. Baste on the bands 
and sew firmly. Then make a French seam between 
the legs and across the bands. Turn down the outer 
edges of the bands, fold over half way, baste, and 
whip them down so that the stitches do not show 
‘through on the right side. Run a narrow elastic 
through these bands. When you put the rompers on 
Mary Elizabeth, turn the bands up under the 
rompers. 

Baste together, along the outside edge, two 
pieces of the collar; sew, and turn them right side 
‘ out. Make the other half of the collar in the same 
Di agtTam way. ‘Turn the rompers right side out and find the 

2, center of the front. Baste one of the collar pieces 

to each side of the romper neck. Baste a narrow 

bias strip of the material on top of the collar all around the neck. Turn 

down the other edge of this strip, spread the collar back, and baste the 

strip down to the garment. Turn under each end of the strip neatly, 
and whip it all around the neck securely. 

Seam the ends of each cuff together, spread seam and lay cuff 
around the bottom of the sleeve, with seams of cuff and of sleeve 
together, and sew all around. Then turn down other edge of the cuff 
evenly, and fold it back half way. Lay the turned edge over the seam 
and whip down with tiny stitches. Turn cuff back on sleeve and put 
a few stitches at seam to make it stay in place. Sew a tiny snap at 
the neck and one about halfway down the opening. Press the rompers 
well. They are all ready for Mary Elizabeth to put on for her play- 
time. How glad she will be! 

Perhaps some rainy day you will have time to make Mary Eliza- 
beth a little slip. Next month we shall make her two dresses, a gingham 
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for afternoon wear, and a party dress. If you make the slip this month, 
it will be ready for her to wear under either of the dresses. 

First we shall cut out another pattern like the one we made last 
month, changing it as shown by the dotted lines on diagram 3. ‘This 
is the slip pattern. Make the slip a little shorter than the dresses, 
without sleeves, and lower in the neck. Be sure always to make the 

back of the neck a little higher than the front. 
Fold This garment should be cut from some fine 
2 white material and you should have some very 
narrow lace for the bottom, the neck, and the 
armholes. Make a slit about 2 inches long 
down the middle of the back and bind as you 
did the opening in the rompers. Make French 
seams under the arms, a tiny hem around neck 
and armholes, and whip lace plain around these. 

To finish the slip around the bottom we 
shall roll the edge and whip on lace. (See 
diagram 4.) Pull a thread in the straight edge 
of the lace, which gathers it just a little but very 

: evenly. Start at one of the seams, on the wrong 

stn sthaieie é side, and with the thumb and first finger, roll 
the edge toward you. Be sure that all the 
raw edge is covered in the roll. Lay the straight edge of the lace, 
wrong side up, next to this roll, insert the needle under the roll, and 
whip the edge of the garment and the edge of the lace together with 
the over-and-over stitch. Be careful that you roll the edge very 
straight. You may do this rolling a little ahead of the sewing, but not 
very much, as it unrolls and is likely to 
ravel. 

Press this little garment well (always 
press lace on the wrong side, as it makes 
the pattern stand out); then lay it away 
so that it will be ready for use when Mary 
Elizabeth gets her new dresses, which we shall make next month. 
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Bos Department 


Dear Boys and Girls: 

We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and poems; 
we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying to give 
each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a story or a poem 
published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first has 
appeared we may not use it, because we wish to let each reader have 
a place on the Young Authors pages. 

All stories and poems to be published in April Wee Wisdom must 
be in our office by February 1. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 


The Editor. 


THE PRIMROSE AND THE DAISY 
ETHNE MAUREEN ANDERSON (11 years) 
Middlesbrough, Yorkshire, England 


It was a delightful spring morning. A warm breeze said, “Spring 
has come.” 

The sky overhead was a clear blue, except for a few fleecy clouds 
that sailed lazily. A tiny primrose raised its wee head to the rising 
sun. It heard something sobbing. Looking around, the primrose saw 
a daisy who was crying bitterly. 

“What is the matter>’’ asked the primrose. 

“Alas,” sobbed the daisy, “I am very lonely. My friends have 
not yet come out of ti.cir soft beds of earth and moss, and so nobody 
will talk to me.’ 

“‘Never mind,” said the primrose, bending her head and kissing 
8 daisy, “cheer up, for God wants you to grow and make some one 

appy. 
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“T never had thought of that,” said the daisy, and she raised her 
wee head to the sun to dry her little dewdrop tears. 

Soon afterward a little girl came by with her mother. The little 
girl pointed to the primrose and the daisy, and said, “Mother, how 
lovely those flowers are.” She took the flowers gently up by the roots. 
When she got home she planted them in her garden. Here they were 
very happy together. 

One day the little girl, who was called Betty, said as she roamed 
about in the garden, “How beautiful my flowers have grown to be! 
They have made my garden pretty.” 

““Yes, dear,” said her mother, “we should be very thankful that 
God made them to help make the world beautiful.” 

“Ah,” said the primrose to the daisy, as the mother and the little 
girl passed on, “I told you that God wanted you to grow up and make 
some one happy.” 


““Yes, dear friend,” said the daisy as they bent and kissed each 
other. 


THE CRICKET 
DELWIN DAHLSTROM (7 years) 
San Leandro, Calif. 


A little cricket slipped under my chair. 
With one wing gone, lay resting there. 
At first I said, “Oh, you are so small, 

A cricket is really nothing at all.” 


It looked at me with its leg in the air 
And said, “My friend, please treat me square.” 
So I bound up its bruises and gave it to eat 

A fine big dinner, and warmed up its feet. 


It hopped up beside me and sang this sweet song, 
“*A little love helped the cricket along.” 


A POEM OF FALL 
SPILLER 
Gardner, III. 


The trees and the grass once were green, and the birds sang their 
sweet songs. But now the leaves are falling and the grass is getting 
brown. Soon Jack Frost will come; then the birds will go South. 


When spring comes again, they will come back to us, with their songs 
of loving cheer. 
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THE FOUR SEASONS 
MarGaRET CHASE (10 years) 
Carlisle, Pa. 
Winter brings white drifts of snow 


And winds that through the bare trees blow. 


Spring brings many pretty flowers 
That waken in the April showers. 


Summer is a month of joy, 
Good times for every girl and boy; 


Birds sing gladly in the trees 
And flowers nod gayly in the breeze. 


Autumn brings the Halloween— 
Witches and pumpkins can be seen. 


Summer, winter, autumn, spring, 
Many happy times they bring. 


THE STAR 


MARGERITE B. FAUSTINI (11 years 
Limassol, Cyprus 


O beautiful white star! 

In the sky thou holdest thyself; 
Like a bird on a branch 

The vast sky holdeth thee. 


What giveth thee thy beauty > 
What holdeth thee in the pure air, 


In the azure sky, 


Except the will of God? 
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Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 
Motto—I speak only good words. 
Club pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: “I see no evil, hear 

no evil, and speak no evil.”” A club pin will be given to each member 

when he has written four monthly letters to the secretary, telling her 
how he has kept the pledge, and sent in one subscription to Wee 

Wisdom. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 

"gaia of the Good Words-Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, 


Reports and letters—A\ll letters and club reports must be sent to 
the Good Words-Booster club secretary. 

Letters from readers of Wee Wisdom will be published on these 
pages. 

For the readers who wish to correspond—If the reader to whom 
you write does not answer, write again, or write to other readers. 


Dear Club Members: 

Some months ago, Elsye Tash Sater wrote a lovely poem and 
called it “If.” When she sent it to Wee Wisdom the editor called my 
attention to it. The editor is a member of the Good Words club, so 
of course she is always on the watch for things that will help one to 
remember to speak only good words.- We think that Elsye Tash 
Sater’s poem, “If,” will help all of us to keep a close guard upon our 
hearts and our lips, so that we may think no ugly thoughts and speak no 
ugly words. The poem is printed on the next page. 

Between November 10 and December 10, 236 boys and girls 
joined the Good Words-Booster club. Three cheers for our new 


members and three cheers for our growing club! 
Secretary. 
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IF 
TasH SATER 


If all the words I’ve said today 
Were printed in a book, 

And I should have to read them all, 
I wonder how they’d look. 


Would I be glad to see them there 
In black and white so plain? 


Or would I wish to blot them out 
And start all new again? 


I can’t recall the words I’ve said, | 
But this I’ll bear in mind: 
If perfect love is in my heart, 


My words will all be kind. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI just love you. Once I was playing rugby and I got 
hurt. I said The Prayer of Faith and the pain left me at once. My mommy 
and daddy say The Prayer of Faith too. I am just seven years old. Lots of 
love.—Geoffrey Mandy (Africa). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I very much enjoy reading Wee Wisdom. I took it 
to school one day and every one liked it. I had the measles and I said some of 
The Prayer of Faith. I soon got well.— Marcella Elizabeth Reedy. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—One day Mother was very sick and some people 
were coming and the house was upset. I said The Prayer of Faith and Mother 
was up the next day. I lost a ring and when I said The Prayer of Faith, I 
found my ring.—Annie Morgan (Canada). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I do not know 
what I should do if there were no puzzles in it. I could not really tell you which 
story I enjoy most because they are all so good. The first copy of Wee Wisdom 
that I got, my auntie sent to me from England. I thought that one was so good 
that I saved up my money and ordered others. I had a bad cold, so I said The 
Prayer of Faith and my cold was better. All my family and I are vegetarians. 
Mother thinks The Prayer of Faith is beautiful—-Nancy Crouch (Australia). 

Dear Unity—I wish you to know how The Prayer of Faith has helped 
me. Yesterday, as I was going to town, I lost $5. As I came back I said The 
Prayer of Faith and the moment I finished repeating it I saw the money. A 
few days ago my aunt was ill and the doctors had given up all hope of her re- 
covery. I said: ‘‘God is my health, I can’t be sick.” When I had finished, 
she opened her eyes, and she is lots better today.—Jerma Lee Hollis. 


Dear Unity—Dad found a frog in the well. He got it out and I had a 
lovely time with it. I said good words to it and then let it go. One day I got a 
moth out of a crack where it was caught. I put it out of the window and said 
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some good words to it. Once I found a ladybird in the copper boiler where I 
was bathing my celluloid baby. I took it inside and said some good words to it 
and let it craw! about until it was dry; then it flew away. My sister has a rabbit 
named Bib. I say good words to Bib. Saying good words to little things makes 
me happy and glad and it makes them happy too. Sometimes I take in the dry 
clothes for Mum. Sometimes I make Muriel’s bed.—Joy Hadfield (Nelson, 
New Zealand). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken Wee Wisdom for a number of years. 
The stories I like best are in Blanche’s Corner. I also like the puzzle page. My 
little sister likes to look for the pictures to paint. After we have finished with 
our Wee Wisdoms we take them to school and our teacher puts them on the 
reading table so that the other boys and girls may read them.—Mary Elizabeth 
Goist. 

Dear Secretary—I am glad to say that I have kept my pledge for another 
month. I have grown so used to not saying naughty words that I seldom think 
of them. I have been much happier since I stopped saying the few bad words 
I did say before I joined the club.—Grace Havercroft. 

Dear Unity—Now spring has come. I pretend that my words are clematis. 
Does clematis grow in America? Our clematis has white flowers and you can 
see them sparkling in the sunshine.-—Muriel Hadfield (New Zealand). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking Wee Wisdom five years, and it is 
very nice. I take it to schocl with me and read some of the stories to the class 
at reading time. I like Blanche’s Corner best. I say The Prayer of Faith every 
morning before I go to school. It helps me in my school work.—Lee Dodd. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We sing The Prayer of Faith at our club meetings 
now. The president of our club offered a prize to the boy who does the most 
Golden Rule acts in a week. The winner did forty-four Golden Rule acts, and 
other boys did quite a number. The president is going to give another prize to 
the boy who does the most Golden Rule deeds next week.—Albert Hardy, 
Golden Rule Farm. 

Dear Unity—Every night I say The Prayer of Faith, the Lord’s prayer, 
and read something from Unity Daily Word. | live on a poultry farm. There 
is a big water fall on the farm. The water falls about fifty feet. Beside the 
rocks are a big pool and a small beach. My brother, my little sister, and I walk 
two miles to school.—Roy Chappell (Sydney, N. S. W.). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—The Good Words-Booster club is helping me to say 
good words. I like to read the stories in Wee Wisdom. Every month I read it 
clear through.—W inston Currie. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—The Good Words-Booster pin helps me very much. 
My mother is a member of the Good Words club, too.—D. R. Hiestand. 

Dear Good Words Editor—I am keeping my pledge. I have not said a 
bad word this month. The pledge is helping me to stop saying bad words. 
—Fred Havercroft. 

Dear Unity—There are thirty-eight boys on this farm now. We are having 
regular club meetings. I am chopping wood now and getting $1.75 a cord. 
—wWilliam Peak, Golden Rule Farm. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—You have helped me in my work at school and 
at home, and I thank you. Every time we have examinations | say The 
Prayer of Faith and it helps me very much. I take the magazine to school 
and we make up plays about the stories. I also take it to Sunday school 
and we learn the memory verse in the magazine. I don’t know how to thank 
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Unity enough for their precious gifts—Evelyn King (British West 
ies). 

Dear Friends—I have improved in the use of good words since my 
last report. When I go to say a word I think before I say it. We should 
think before we speak. If what we intend to say is all right, we should say 
it, and if it is not, we should keep it to ourselves. I watch my words and try 
to speak only good words.—Mary E. Townley. 

Dear Editor—I like you very much. We go to our camp every summer. 
Instead of going to Sunday school we have the Bible Lessons from Wee Wisdom. 
We begin with The Prayer of Faith.—Julia Barron. 

Dear Unity—My mother says that I have done well in keeping my pledge. 
I am sending in an application blank for one of my friends. All of our school 
children belong to the Good Words-Booster club.— Margaret Bradt. 

Dear Good Words-Booster Club—Y ou have done me a great deal of good. 
I use better words than I used to, but sometimes I forget and say something that 
I should not. Then I say to myself, “I shouldn’t have said that; I will try always 
to remember not to say that again.” —-Cynthia Crowder. 

Dear Good Words Club—I am being helped by you. We talk over the 
lesson in our club at every meeting. We use the lessons in Wee Wisdom. I am 
a how to help myself as well as others by using only good words.—Lee 

iston. 


READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER READERS 


Lornabelle McDonald, 1523 33d ave., Seattle, Wash.; Edith Nelson 
(12 years), 1337 East 39th st., Los Angeles, Calif.; Jenifer Sills, c/o p. o. 
Fraser Lake, B. C., Canada; Benjamin Ayrtey-Adjin (12 years), c/o p. 0. box 


314, Accra, W. C., Africa; Dorothy Gebhard (9 years), box 131, Agate, 
Colo.; Evelyn Gebhard (7 years), box 131, Agate, Colo.; Topsy Clendening 
(11 years), box 15, Kearneysville, W. Va. 


READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER READERS 


Ardis Nordberg: school work and teeth; William Cates: school work; 
Josephine Freeman: health for mother and health and school work for self; 
Mary Gilfillan: health; Loretta Shelton: school work and music; Lena Miller: 
prayers for mother and self; L. David Coon, jr.: arithmetic; Belvirino Doran: 
prayers for father; Ruth E. Denzin: school work (arithmetic) ; Helen Young: 
arithmetic; Edward Werho: school work (art and music). 


: 
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RIBLE 
LESSONS 


Lesson 7, FEBRUARY 12, 1928. 


JESUS PICTURES THE KINGDOM OF GOD.—Mark 1:14, 
15; 4:1-34. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done, as in 
heaven, so on earth—Matt. 6:10. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


We hear a great deal about the kingdom of God; we are told to 
seek first “his kingdom, and his righteousness.” Jesus tried to teach 
His followers not only what the kingdom was but where and how they 
might seek and find it. 

The kingdom of heaven is a state of mind in which we see all things 
perfect, as God made them. We find the kingdom within ourselves. 
It is not a place to which we can go; but we must seek the kind of 
‘thoughts that will bring about the heavenly state of mind. Everything 
that we have in our lives comes from the thought about it that we have 
built up. If we do not have the things that would make us happy, it is 
because our thoughts have not been of the kind that God would have us 
think. 

It is easy for each of us to know whether or not we are on our way 
to the kingdom of heaven. If we are learning to.think right thoughts and 
to know that we must first build a heaven in our minds, then we can feel 
sure that we shall find the kingdom. But if we are expecting it to come 
from without, from other persons or from money or some other material 
thing that may come to us, we are looking in the wrong way and shall 
never find the kingdom. 

Ideas grow in the mind as seeds grow in the ground. When we plant 
in the mind thoughts of God and His kingdom they begin to grow and to 
bring about changes in our bodies and in our affairs. When our bodies 
and affairs become perfect, we are in the kingdom of heaven. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is the kingdom of heaven? 
From what does everything in our lives come? 


== 
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How may we know whether we are on our way to the kingdom? 
When are we in the kingdom of heaven? 


Lesson THOUGHT—The kingdom of God is within me. 
MEMORY VERSE 


I think the thoughts of good alone, 
I go to God in prayer; 

And when I reach the secret place 
I find His kingdom there. 


Lesson 8, FEBRUARY 19, 1928. 
TWO MIRACLES OF POWER.—Mark 4:35—5 :20. 


GoLDEN TExT—Who then is this, that even the wind and the sea 
obey him?—Mark 4:41. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


This lesson teaches us that Spirit in us can overcome all things, 
but that when we trust only outer things storms and fears may come upon 
us. When the storm broke upon the boat Jesus was asleep. We let the 
Christ Spirit go to sleep in us when we give way to thoughts and ideas 
that are not the kind that God would have us think. 

The winds and the waves that beat upon the boat stand for the 
different kinds of error thoughts that beat upon us, both from within 
ourselves and from without. Sometimes these thoughts become so strong 
that they make us feel that we are about to sink beneath their force. 

When the “storm” in our minds becomes so great that we are filled 
with fear, the natural thing for us to do is to waken the Christ in us. 
At once the Christ will speak the word, “Peace, be still,” and every 
error thought must obey the spiritual voice. Then the Christ gives us 
a lesson in building up our faith and in overcoming fear. 

The man who had the demons or evil spirits stands for sense thoughts 
in us that get so strong that they overcome our better thoughts. When 
they do this we lose power to do the things that we want to do. After 
Jesus had healed this man He told him to tell his friends the great good 
that God had done for Him. When our thoughts are freed and our 
desires are made clean, they must act as teachers to cleanse and purify 
our bodies and all our affairs. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


When do we let the Christ Spirit go to sleep in us? 
For what do the winds and the waves stand? 
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What is the natural thing for us to do when the “storm” in our 
minds becomes great? 


For what does the man who had the evil spirits stand? 


Lesson THOUGHT—Through the power of Christ in me I rule all 
error thoughts. 


MEMORY VERSE 


When I shall gain the mind of Christ 
All evil thoughts I'll still, 
And Christ within will teach me how 


To overcome all ill. 


LEssON 9, FEBRUARY 26, 1928. 

OTHER MIGHTY WORKS OF JESUS.—Mark 5:22-43. 

GoLpen Text—Thy faith hath made thee whole.—Mark 5:34. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Today we have a fine lesson on faith and also on the power of 
the Christ to do all things. The ruler of the synagogue had great faith 
in Jesus. When the word came that the little girl was dead Jesus said 
to Jairus: “Fear not, only believe.” This teaches us that we must not look 
upon outer things, but that we must look within to find what is real. 

Because Jesus knew the truth about all things, He knew that death 
is only a very deep sleep and that the power of Spirit can awaken the 
one who is asleep. Jesus had kept His own mind so free of all belief in 
death that He could drive such thoughts out of the very room in which 
the sick child was lying. 


Jesus sent out of the room those whose thoughts were filled with 
unbelief, but we read that He took with him the father and mother of 
the little girl and also Peter (faith), James (judgment), and John (love). 
This teaches that to do the works of God we need faith and judgment and 


love. 


The woman about whose healing we are told in this lesson also had 
faith. She did not expect Jesus to speak to her or to touch her; she knew 
that if she could get near Him she would be healed. Jesus was so filled 
with the idea and the spirit of health and life that the same spirit went out 
to those with faith who came near Him. 


In order to bring about God’s healing in our bodies we do not need 


any outer help; all we need is that our thoughts touch divine mind, or the 
stream of spiritual love and life. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is the main teaching of this lesson? 

What are we taught by Jesus’ words, “Only believe” ? 
What do we need to do the great works of God? 
What will bring about God’s healing in our bodies? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—My mind touches the stream of God’s life and 
love and I am healed. 


MEMORY VERSE 


If I will freely trust in God 
With all my heart and soul, 
His voice the joyful words will say: 


“Thy faith hath made thee whole.” 


Lesson 10, Marcu 4, 1928. 


JESUS AND THE TWELVE.—Mark 1:16-20; 2:13, 14; 3:13-19; 
6:7-13, 30. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to 
the whole creation—Mark 16:15. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


As we study the life of Jesus we get the greatest good from our study 
if we understand that the things that happened in His life are also happen- 
ing in our lives. If we are to be like Him, we must think and act in the 
same way that He did. 


The calling of His disciples and the work that was given them to do 
teaches us that we need to call to ourselves certain qualities of God and 
make them active in helping us to do God’s work. Each disciple that Jesus 
called stands for something that God wants us to have in our lives. The 
names of the disciples, and the thing that each stands for are as follows: 


Simon Peter (faith) Thomas (reason) 

Andrew (strength) Matthew (will) 

James (judgment) James, son of Alphzeus (order) 
John (love) Thaddeeus (elimination) 

Philip (power) Simon the Cananzean (zeal) 
Bartholomew (imagination) Judas Iscariot (life appropriation) 


Jesus sent His disciples out on their preaching journeys in a way that 


should make them depend on God to take care of them. He knew that in 
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that way their faith would be made stronger. Their healing work and the 
other works that they did all came from His Spirit within themselves. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
How do we get the greatest good from the study of Jesus’ life? 
What does the calling of the disciples teach us? 
Name the apostles and what each stands for. 
Where did the apostles get their power to heal? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—1 call on all the powers of God to help me do 
my work. 


MEMORY VERSE 
The Christ is ever in my heart, 
And by His help I choose 
The powers that I need the most 
In His great work to use. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help others can do 
so by saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, juides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 

God is my stren$th, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus 


| | 

| 

| 

| 

| 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
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| 
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UZZLE 
AGE 
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CROSS WORD PUZZLE 


HORIZONTAL 


A young man in 
training for mili- 
tary or naval serv- 
ice 


. A disease of plants 


. Fuss 
. Artificial hair 


. Sash worn by 


women (Japan) 


. Northwestern state 


14. 
16. 


17. 
‘8. 
20. 


(abbr. ) 

To respect 

A continent 
(abbr. ) 

A conjunction 
Near 


To consume food 


. Highest note of 


Guido’s scale 


. Letter of Greek 


alphabet 


. Naval officer 


. A fish 


. An Indian (proper 


name) 


. To clip off 


. Suffix forming the 


past tense 


. Adverb meaning 


yes 
. Latin for and 


. Musical instrument 


(pl. ) 


. Pronoun 


40. 


To tear 


42. 
. Aan islet in a lake 


. To long for 
. A fop 


A place to eat 


VERTICAL 


. A light boat 
. To put together 
. First tone in musi- 


cal scale 


. A number 
. The self 


. To move onward 


. Obsolete (abbr.) 


. Acrown-like head 


ornament 


. An increase or ex- 


pansion 


. Aan interjection 

. Sun god 

. Past tense of steal 
. Very small 


. Scotch for one 
. Prefix meaning 


three 


. All 

. Holiness 

. To perform 

. Like 

. An even race 

. Place for feed 

. Finish 

. Took out of view 
. Parent 


. An article 


ANSWER TO LAST MONTH’S NATURE PUZZLE: 


Russian wolfhound. 


= 
Mill 
80000 
4 
eee coon 
cate 
e066 
l. The highest card 
24 in a suit 
An Australian - 
bird 
10 
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RED TRIES AGAIN 

“Sure, you can use cocoa. My mother said so.” Having given 
his opinion, Kegs pulled off his knitted cap and threw it on a chair. 

““Why, yes, Red; don’t you remember that Coralee used cocoa?” 
inquired David. “She mixed it with the sugar the very first thing.” 

It was a cold Saturday afternoon in February. The Spartans 
had been sitting around the stove in the Roost listening while David 
read Coralee’s weekly letter. Chink had complained that there was 
too much news about girls in it, and Kegs had wondered whether she 
had forgotten her promise to send them some candy. 

“We can make our own candy,” Red had exclaimed indignantly. 
““We don’t need to wait for her to do it.” 

“T’d rather wait, thank you,” Kegs had answered. “‘T still re- 
member the last candy you made.” 

“Oh, I burned that,”” Red had responded airily. “But there’s 
nothing to making candy, if you just follow a recipe.” 

So David’s mother had provided the recipe and the milk, and 
Kegs had brought the other ingredients from his home. The recipe 
called for two squares of chocolate instead of the cocoa that Kegs’ 
mother had sent. 

“All right, then, cocoa it is,” agreed Red, taking a rather soiled 
apron from behind the door. “Somebody tie this thing around me, 
and hand me a pan and a spoon. David, you read the recipe, and the 
rest can hand me the stuff. I'll mix her up.” 

_ “Two cups of sugar,” began David, “‘and two squares of melted 
chocolate.” 

Red looked puzzled. ‘How are we going to tell how much 
powdered cocoa it takes to equal two squares of chocolate >” 

“*Just keep pouring in the cocoa and stirring it until it looks dark 
enough,” suggested Cousin Bob. © 

Chink put the cocoa in with a teaspoon. “One, two, three— 
heaping ones,”” he counted. “That ought to be as much as two squares 
of chocolate.” 

“That’s not half dark enough for fudge,” protested Kegs. “I 
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like lots of chocolate in it.” So Chink put in three more spoonfuls. 
Then the milk and the butter were added, and the pan was set on the 
stove. 

““We’'d better take turns stirring it,” suggested David. 

“Yes,” agreed Kegs, “we don’t want it to burn this time.” 

“Stir it, then,” and Red gave place to Kegs at the stove. 

“My! what a fire,” said Kegs, presently. His face was flaming 
from the heat and the stirring. 

“T’'ll take a turn at it,” offered Cousin Bob. 

“How are we to know when it is done?” asked Chink. 

“Tt says here, “Cook until it forms a soft ball in water or until it 
threads when poured from a spoon,’ ” David answered. 

Cousin Bob lifted a spoonful of the hot mixture and poured it 
slowly back into the pan. 

“T don’t believe we can tell when it threads,” he said. ‘We'd 
better try the other way.” 

Kegs brought some water in a cup and Cousin Bob dropped a 
bit of the mixture into it. The water became cloudy, but no ball was 
formed. After several trials it was decided by the gang that a speck 
of brown near the bottom of the cup constituted a ball, and the pan 
then was removed from the fire. 

““Now I'll beat it until it begins to harden and that’s all there is 
to it,”” said Red, suiting the action to the word. 

“Better watch it,” warned David. ‘Sometimes it hardens before 
it can be poured.” 

““That reminds me,” said Red. “Somebody get that old pie pan 
and rub some of this butter in it. Hurry!” he added. “It’s likely to 
be ready any minute now.” 

Kegs handed Chink the pan, after dropping it once or twice in his 
excitement. Chink began hurriedly smearing it with butter. 

“It feels gritty,” he said. 

“You should have wiped it out first,” David told him. “We'd 
better do it now; we can butter it again.” 

“You haven’t time,” said Red. “I can feel this stuff commencing 
to pull. A little dirt won’t hurt you. Say, when it’s done”—Red 
was puffing now—"‘let’s save a few pieces to send to Coralee.” 

“If we do that,”’ objected Kegs, “she may think she doesn’t need 
to keep her promise to send us some.” 

““Well, she doesn’t. We can make our own,” said Red. “Here, 
beat this a while.” 

When Kegs had stirred until the spoon had made a red mark in 
his palm, David took the spoon. 

“Maybe it will harden quicker outside,” said Chink. So David 
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went out on the steps, but it was so cold there that he did not stay long. 

“That ought to freeze it,” he said, shivering as he hurried to the 
fire, ‘‘but it doesn’t seem to be hardening much.” 

After each Spartan had taken a turn at stirring, Red had an idea. 

“‘Let’s just pour it in the pan and set it outside,” he said. “It 
can’t help getting hard on a day like this.” 

The pan was filled and put on the window ledge, and the Spar- 
tans watched it with what patience they could command. 

“Tt looks good,” said Kegs. 

“Tt is good,” said Red. “I told you there was nothing hard about 
making candy.” 

But Red spoke too soon. After repeatedly testing the candy 
with their fingers, until the entire surface was dotted with depressions, 
the Spartans regretfully decided that their fudge would have to be 
eaten with spoons. They ate in silence, each taking a turn at dipping 
in with his spoon. At last Red could stand it no longer. 

“Tt doesn’t taste so bad,” he said meekly. 

““Nor so good,” said Chink. 

““You were almost right awhile ago, Red,” grinned Kegs, ““when 
you said there was nothing hard about making candy. Only you 
should have said that there was nothing hard about the candy you 
make. By the way, how about sending a spoonful or two to Coralee>”’ 

“In a bottle,” added Cousin Bob, laughing. 

“T notice that you are all talking with your mouths full. What 
do you eat it for if you don’t like—” JRed’s outburst was interrupted 
by the entrance of David’s father, with a package under his arm. 

“T just brought this from town,” he said. “‘It is addressed to the 
gang, in care of David.” 

He placed the box on the table and departed. 

“It’s from Coralee,”” David said, as he cut the string with his knife. 

When the outer wrappings had been removed a lovely white box, 
tied with red ribbon, was disclosed. Under the ribbon was tucked a 
snapshot of Coralee, smiling and holding toward them with both hands 
what looked like this very box. On the box under the picture was 
printed neatly: 

“Valentine greetings to the very best gang in the world.” 

Inside the box were fat pieces of wonderful velvety fudge; tiny 
red cinnamon hearts were scattered here and there among them. Again 
it was an embarrassed Red who broke the awed silence. 

“Tt isn’t as easy as I thought,” he admitted, “and I suppose it’s 
up to me to write and tell her so.” 

Kegs shoved the box toward Red. 

“Take the first piece,” he said heartily. “You've earned it.” 
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ARE YOUR FRIENDS IN ON THE FUN 


NOM 


Wee Wisdom is getting better every month. Our boys and girls tell 
us so, and then, we can see it- ourselves. Yet, do you know, there are 
thousands and thousands of boys and girls who have never even heard of 
this magazine that is being published just 
for them. 

We are doing our part: We are 
buying better pictures and better stories 
than ever before. We are studying the 
wishes of our young subscribers more 
carefully than ever before. We are 
telling just as many boys and girls as we 
can find about this—their very own 
magazine. And we are wondering if you 


are doing your part. 
Are you telling your friends about Wee Wisdom? Are you shar- 
ing its good stories and poems, songs and lessons with them? Really, 
you'll find much more fun in the magazine when you begin enjoying it 
with some one else. And that some one—how grateful he will be for \ 
your having let him in on the fun! 
February brings Valentine’s Day, and with it the fun of choosing ) 
and sending greetings to all your friends. 
Here are two suggestions for valentines that are different, valentines 
that your friends will love: a year’s subscription to Wee Wisdom for 
each of those for whom you wish especially lovely valentines, and single 
copies of the February number (this issue ) 
is a perfect little valentine itself) for all 
the others. \ 
A year’s subscription to Wee Wis- 
dom costs $1, and single copies sell for B 
$.10 each. Be sure to state that you 
wish the Valentine number. ) 
Write us at once, before the supply 
of the Valentine number is exhausted, 
and tell us how many copies you wish. 
Take paper and pencil and figure just how much these copies will cost, 
and then ask Mother or Dad to give you a check for the amount. ) 
Checks are much handier to mail than coins or bills. 
These are just suggestions for you, but they are suggestions that you 
will like, we are sure, suggestions that will help many other boys and girls 
to know about Wee Wisdom. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Home of Wee Wisdom 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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FAIRY VALENTINES 
.Eteanor Nammon 


A wee little fairy 


Who lived in the sky 
On an island of cloud 

That was hilly and high, 
Had a kind little thought 

Upon Valentine's Day: 
She'd remember her cousins 


Who lived far away. 


The wind was her postman; 
He soon carried down 
Her little white letters 
To country and town. 
You thought they were snowflakes, 
So tiny and fine? 
No, each was a cloud fairy's 
Lace valentine. 
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SEED CORN AND VALENTINES 


Daddy had some tin cans with soil from 
the garden in them. 

He planted grains of corn in the soil. 
He took the grains from ears of seed corn. 

He watered the soil and then set the 
cans in the south windows of the kitchen. 
He put on more water when it was needed. 


Today he took out some grains from 


each can, to see if they were growin}. 
All had sprouted. He showed me the 
little white roots. He said that his seed 
corn was ood. 

When the snow melts and the sun 
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makes the ground warm, Daddy will 
plant seed corn in the field. 

Auntie sent me a valentine. It was a 
box lined with satin, to look like a large 
wild rose. In the center of the rose was a 
gold coin. I put the coin in my bank, to 
help me through school when I grow up. 

Daddy said he would have to do as well 
as Auntie did. He ave me some money 
for my bank. Buddy and Mother gave 


me some, too. Then they save me some 
real valentines. 
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ORA MAY 
‘PREBLE 


Our clock is very queer, I think— 
It has a face and hands, 

And in the house on top its head 
A little birdie stands. 
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Each hour the bird flies out, cuckoos 


One time, or maybe more, 
And then hops right inside his house 
And closes up the door. 


Sometimes the clock’s hands slowly move— 
That's when I practice scales— 

But when I’m playing, they fly fast 
As though with wings or sails. 


I think the clock acts very strange, 
Upon the high, broad shelf— 

At twelve o'clock today I saw 
It shake hands with itself! 
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1, There’satho’t in my heart likea love-ly pink rose, And mo-ment by 
2. There's asong in my heart like the small bluebird sings, And thro’ all my 


| 


moment the tho’t growsand grows. Oh, thescent of the rose says to 
thinking the song rings and rings. Oh, the song is for all who its 


4 > 4 
== 
all who come near,“The sweets of my heartI am giv-ing you, dear.’’ 
mu - sic can hear, It’s singing straight to you: ‘‘I love vou, my dear.’’ 
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FEBRUARY 


Blanche 


There's a jaggedy hole in // 


Earth's winter coat; 


4). It is badly in need of repair. 


; 
= Perhaps Mother Nature will Hf, 


patch it with snow 


oS Until Earth gets a green one WY 
to wear. y 
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Love makes each mornin3, 
Bright and fair. 

I'll scatter love thoughts 
Everywhere. 


at 


a 
Yop, 


. 


Love smooths each tiny, 
Fleeting, minute. 

No hour is sad with 
Love thoughts in it. 


AP 
Love guards the doorway 
Of my mind, 
And all my thoughts are 


Pure and kind. 
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